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Hardy’s Narrative Techniques 








   ‘The Withered Arm’ (1888) in Wessex Tales (1888) by Thomas Hardy (1840-1928) is 
an excellent short story in terms of narrative techniques and its deep insight into human 
nature. Hardy is even now regarded rather fixedly as a novelist of tragic and pessimistic 
novels. His attitude in writing short stories has been thought as that of writing novels. 
This rather conventional and fixed image of Hardy is at once put in question if we read 
his short stories from the viewpoint of narrative techniques, which have been focused in 
early 20th century mainly in American literature.  
   Hardy started writing novels with an acute critical eye on the society of class- 
consciousness, and, therefore, his works are in a sense full of satirical and ironical 
treatment of the society and its system. His attitude towards conventional society is of 
course imbedded in ‘The Withered Arm’. With this Hardy was also an ambitious writer 
with keen consciousness of narrative techniques as is evident in his memoranda in Life of 
Thomas Hardy 1840-1928. He seems to have tried every mode of narrative techniques 
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including even humour.  
   Focusing on Hardy’s narrative techniques might have the possibility of changing the 
quality of estimation of his short stories, and would contribute to a reevaluation of his 
writings in general. In this paper, ‘The Withered Arm’ is discussed and analyzed from 
the point of narrative techniques along with the attention to linguistic characteristics in 




 トマス・ハーディ(Thomas Hardy, 1840-1928) の短篇集『ウェセックス物語』






















 ハーディがこの短編集で使っている「物語」(tale)は，例えば OED の語義によ
















   ‘He brings home his bride to-morrow, I hear. They’ve come as far as Anglebury 
to-day.’ 
   The voice seemed to proceed from the belly of the cow called Cherry, but the 
speaker was a milking-woman, whose face was buried in the flank of that 
motionless beast. 
   ‘Has anybody seen her?’ said another. 
   There was a negative response from the first. ‘Though they say she’s a 
rosy-cheeked, tisty-tosty little body enough,’ she added; and as the milkmaid spoke 
she turned her face so that she could glance past her cow’s tail to the other side of 
the barton, where a thin, faded woman of thirty milked somewhat apart from the 
rest. 
   ‘Years younger than he, they say,’ continued the second, with also a glance of 







                                                                 
1 テキストは，Thomas Hardy, Wessex Edition, Wessex Tales (New York: AMS Press, 
1984)を使用。以下，本文中の引用はすべてこの版に依る。 

































The dairyman, who rented the cows of Lodge, and knew perfectly the tall 














   They crept up the hill in the twilight, and entered the cottage. It was thatched, 
and built of mud-walls, the surface of which had been washed by many rains into 
channels and depressions that left none of the original flat face visible; while here 








Rhoda Brook dreamed—since her assertion that she really saw, before falling asleep, 
was not to be believed—that the young wife, in the pale silk dress and white bonnet, 
but with features shockingly distorted, and wrinkled as by age, was sitting upon her 
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のようなメモを書き残している。 
 
1893: Aet. 52-53 ‘February 23. A story must be exceptional enough to justify its 
telling. We tale-tellers are all Ancient Mariners, and none of us is warranted in 
stopping Wedding Guests (in other words, the hurrying public) unless he has 
something more unusual to relate than the ordinary experience of every average man 
and woman. 
   ‘The whole secret of fiction and the drama—in the constructional part—lies in 
the adjustment of things unusual to things eternal and universal. The writer who 
knows exactly how exceptional, and how non-exceptional, his events should be 












1890: Aet. 49-50 ‘August 5. Reflections on Art. Art is a changing of the actual 
proportions and order of things, so as to bring out more forcibly than might 
otherwise be done that feature in them which appeals most strongly to the 
idiosyncrasy of the artist. The changing, or distortion, may be of two kinds: (1) The 
kind which increases the sense of vraisemblance: (2) That which diminishes it. (1) is 
high art: (2) is low art.  
   ‘High art may choose to depict evil as well as good, without losing its quality. 
Its choice of evil, however, must be limited by the sense of worthiness.’ A 
continuation of the same note was made a little later, and can be given here:  
   ‘Art is a disproportioning—(i.e., distorting, throwing out of proportion) —of 
                                                                 




realities, to show more clearly the features that matter in those realities, which, if 
merely copied or reported inventorially, might possibly be observed, but would 










But the atmosphere thereabout was full of the subject during the first days of Mrs. 
Lodge’s arrival; and from her boy’s description and the casual words of the other 
milkers Rhoda Brook could raise a mental image of the unconscious Mrs. Lodge 
















                                                                 
3 Life of Thomas Hardy 1840-1928. 
4 ‘Hence “realism” is not Art.’, Life. 














   ‘Damned if you won’t poison yourself with these apothecary messes and witch 
mixtures some time or other,’ said her husband, when his eye chanced to fall upon 
the multitudinous array.  
   She did not reply, but turned her sad, soft glance upon him in such heart-swollen 
reproach that he looked sorry for his words, and added, ‘I only meant it for your 

























   Rhoda Brook slept no more that night, and when she went milking at the next 











   She was kneeling down in the chimney-corner, before two pieces of turf laid 
together with the heather inward, blowing at the red-hot ashes with her breath till 
the turfs flamed. The radiance lit her pale cheek, and made her dark eyes, that had 










Beside him sat a woman, many years his junior—almost, indeed, a girl. Her face, 
too, was fresh in color, but it was of a totally different quality—soft and evanescent, 
like the light under a heap of rose-petals.  (72) 









The driver was a yeoman in the prime of life, cleanly shaven like an actor, his face 
being toned to that bluish-vermilion hue which so often graces a thriving farmer’s 











Instead of her formal prayers each night, her unconscious prayer was, ‘O Lord, hang 






                                                                 
5 ‘. . . ; and as the milkmaid spoke she turned her face so that she could glance past her 
cow’s tail to the other side of the barton, where a thin, fading woman of thirty milked 
somewhat apart from the rest.’  (69) 
6 ‘But human hearts are as prone to change as the leaves of the creeper on the wall, and 
in the course of time, hearing nothing of her husband, Barbara could sit unmoved whilst 
her mother and friends said in her hearing, “Well, what has happened is for the best.”’  








   ‘She is not tall. She is rather short,’ he replied.  
   ‘Ah!’ said his mother, with satisfaction.  
   ‘But she’s very pretty—very. In fact, she’s lovely.’ The youthful freshness of 
the yeoman’s wife had evidently made an impression even on the somewhat hard 
nature of the boy.  














   For some time she could not be found; but eventually she reappeared in her old 
parish—absolutely refusing, however, to have anything to do with the provision 
made for her. Her monotonous milking at the dairy was resumed, and followed for 
many long years, till her form became bent and her once abundant dark hair white 
and worn away at the forehead—perhaps by long pressure against the cows. Here, 
sometimes, those who knew her experiences would stand and observe her, and 
wonder what somber thoughts were beating inside that impassive, wrinkled brow, to 
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